
Tlie mod Lamentable Tragedie 

Thou art an Exile, and thou muftuot ftay. 

Hie to the Gothes and raile an amne there. 

And ifyeeloue me as I thinke you doe, 

Letskiilc andlpart for we haue'nrtich to doe. 

Exeunt, 

Lucius ♦ Farewell tAndronicus nay Noble Father, 
The wocfulft man that euerlkide in Rome: 

Farewell proud Rome till Lucius come againe, 

He loucs his pledges dearer than his life: 

Farewell I-auinia my Noble filler, 

O would thou wert as thou to fore haft beenc, 

Bur now nor Lucius nor Lauinia hues, 

Butinobliuion and hatefull greefes: 

If Lucius line, fie will requite your wrongs, 

And make proud Saturnine and his EmperdT’e, 

Begat the gates like T<*r^»«rar>dhis Qucene, 

Now will 1 to the Cjotbcs and raile apowre, 

Exit Lucius, 


To bee reuengd on Rome and Saturnine, 


EnterLucius fonneand Lauinia running after bim,and 
the Bey flies from her with his 'Bootes un- 
der his Arme. 

Enter Titus and Marcus, 
futr. Help Grandfier helpe, my Aunt Lautnia, 
Follovves me eueric where I know not why. 

Good Vncklc Marcus fee how fwiftfliee comes, 

Alas fweet AuntI know not what you meanc. 

Mrfrcwz.Scandby me Lucius, doe notfeare thine AUflt, 
Titus. She loucs th ee boy too well to doc thee harme. 
Puer, I when my Father was in Rome Hie did, 

M. V Vhat meanes my NscccLauinia by thefe ligneil 
Tit, Fcarehernot Lucius. fomewhat doth Hie meane, 
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of Titus Andrcnfcus. 

Sec Lucius icc, how much foe makes of thee: 

Same whither would die hauc cheegoe with her. 

A boy, Cornehaacucr with more care, 

Red to her fonnesthan (lie hath red to th ce, 
SvscctPoetric and Tullies Oratour: 

Canlt thou not gelTc wherefore fhe plies thee thus. 

■ purr. My Lord I know not I, nor can I gefte, 

Vnlcftc fomc fit or frcnzic do poftelTe her: 
Forlhauchcardmy Grandfier fay lull ofr, 

Extremiti e of greeues would make men mad. 

And I haue red that Hecuba of T roy, 

Ran mad for forrow,that made me to feare. 

Although my Lord 1 know my Noble Aunt, 

Loucs me as deareas ere my Mother did. 

And would not butinfuric fright my youth, 

VVhich made me downcto throwemybookes and flic 
Caufeles perhaps, but pardon me, fweet Aunt, 

And Maddam if my V nckl c M arcus goc, 

I will moft willinghc attend your Ladyftiip. 

M ar, Lucius I will, 

Titus, How now Lauinia, 'JMarcns what meanes this? 
Some booke there is that fhe defires to fee: 

VVhich is it gyrlc of thefe,open them boy. 

But thou art deeper rcadand better skild, 

Come and take choife of all my Lybrarie, 

Andfo beguile thy forrow,tili theheauens 
Reuealethcdamn’dcontriuerof this deede. 

Why lifts ft e vp her Armes in fcqueoce thus? 

M. Ithinke (he meanes that there were mote than one 
Confederate in the fa£t, I more there was.- 
Orclfeto hcauen,fhcheaues them for rcuengc. 

Titus, Lucius what bookeisthat lbeetolfethfo. 

Tuer. Grandfier tis Ouids Metamorphofis, 

My Mother gaae it me. 

M arcus. For loue ofher thats gone, 
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